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Theatre/Toupees Optio 
a really weird 



GENE PITNEY LIVES! 

November 5/Grand Circus 
f I tell ya,I expected 
crowd here, and I don't mean mohawks . 
transvestites ,or Lionell Ritchie fans 
I mean suits and ties, double chins and 
over-hangs and blue haired ladies with 
too much war paint. And we got em, ex- 
cept THERE WAS HARDLY ANYONE THERE. But 
hey, its their loss, right? Course t I been 
a fan since way back and I know shit 
from shit. Sure, he was a little too Las 
Vegas and I swear that grey thing on fop 
of his head was a wig, but hey, THE VOICE 
was still there. One octave lower, maybe, 
but who's counting? Hey, not me, I don't 
know how! I just know that during 'True 
Love Never Runs Smooth, ' "Backstage, ' and 
'Looking Thru the Eyes of Love' I was 
goose-pimpled and clutching. (Did you 
know he wrote 'Hello Mary Lou' AND 'He's 
A Rebel?') He even did 'Heartbreaker' 
(a loser on record) and brought down the 
house. Just one suggestion, Geneyi you 
got a million records, thus a zillion 
songs to choose from, so trash that Mex- 
ican/Italian mung and do some under-ex- 
posed classics like 'House Without Win- 
dows ," 24 Sycamore,' or '1.2,3,4,5,6,7* 
(Count The Days).' And don't forget *I 
Can't Run Away!' My copy is beat to hell! 
But I can't bitch really i on the way to 
the show I said I just hoped he'd do 
'Angelique* if nothing else. Well he did 
it f second song.and it was perfect. Watta 
cool guy. 
GREETINGS FROM D. 
a cry for help 
by Cherry Magdeline 
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My Christmas sucked. How was 
yours? Anybody get the 30 cases 
of wine I begged for and never 
got? I must've rubbed up against 
a dozen Santa dicks making known 
my yuletide yen. So where's my 
wine? 

Every one of those red-suited 
twits held me, and bounced me, 
and asked me if I'd been good. 
"I've been good," I whispered 
while tonguing their waxy ears 
and wiggling my crack over their 
St. Nick dicks, "but for you I'll 
be' better. " 

Every one of the fat fucks 
promised me I'd get my wine. They 
promised! SO WHERE IS IT? IS 
SANTA GLAUS A LIAR? (and don't . 
tell me the reindeer got thirsty) 
SOMEBODY'S GOT MY WINE, AND I 
WANT IT NOW. 



STRANGE FRUIT? BEAT 
IT f FOOL! 



ABLE BODiES/CRAZY 8'5/IMEttl 

Ah yes,twas a wild night indeed, and 
it was more then just the cheap beer and 
abundance Df new-wave Female types. Firs 
the bar was cdo! enuff to pass out free 
party hats , horns , and hawaiian lays, whldj 
everyone actually wore . I mean,imagin a 
room fulla Zippy PTRhiads slugging suds 
a ? <b!3r cin9 as onl V rythumless white peo 
ple^Whatta riot! Course the horns were 
the True stars, and by night's end the 
place was a veritable sea of rooty-toot- 
toots. Sound obnaxiousT-TTey.wait' 11 vou 
hear the band! A 

Able Bodies, the 'Zoo's no. 1 ragg/roc- 
k combo, were, as usual ,exce 1 lant (unless 
yer easily bored or have something a- 
gainst over-ernest singers in pink bell- 
bottoms] at what they do. James (0D7) 
Gard sang great, J. Triplet (back for one 
night only.') mas explosive , and the bass- 
man senselessly destroyed large cities. 
Too bad about that flute player though, 
fflusta got him on a package deal. 

During the first band break s 
did the unprecidented 1 (are you sitting 
down?) 3 real live BELLY DANCER. Right 
there on the dancefloorl Her name was 
fflorgiana and believe me, it was one hell 
of a belly. The kind ya lose sleep (or 
in some cases, 40 dollars a half hour) 
over. Her grace and fluid designs (and 
her bomb boobs) made me realize that this 
kinda dancing is a dying octopi and 
should be nurtured whenever possible. Art 
i_s its own reward. 

(At this point there were the usual 
ijwild calisthenics in the parking lot. I 
onder at their significance) 
time later (don't ask 'what' timV 
he Leopards, 3 women in shades and 
eopard p.j.'s, joined the band for a 
ousing medley of Motown hits. And though 
they weren't as 'dripping with sex' as 
been led to believe.they were lotsa 
((Tie like) Ndw, I don't have no names 
specs on these goils but I will say 
at the shiney one on the right was m^ 
personal fave (wod wool) Now wheres tHat 
pot remover? 
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WI 'found the slim portfolio slipped beneath the 

r aoor of my hide-out one wintery eve. Plain brown 

envelope starped "TOP SECRET", I spilled myself 

a tall tinbler of mineral water 8 wondered what 

adventure lay before me. 

Ripping open the seal & pulling out the contents 
5"X5" glossy Photos of Nina Blackwood, Alan 
Hunter, Martha Guinn, et al. The cover letter 
begins, "You'r mission, should you,.," My eyes 
blur, momentarily, old bruises frcm inside my 
cranium sting like forgotten war wounds. Memories 
of my public exorcism of the demons at WIDR ear- 
lier this year re-occur like a gargoyle marching 
from Hell,,. Fuck the mineral wa ter- I put the _ 
tea pot on "Hi^r WBgUBBtUBBL. (c°*t. pz&z) 




^^ Howdy, pilgrims! Hope things have been 
swingin for you.cuz (gabba gabba) I. have 
been on a 3 month roll* Like digi went to, 
Ann Arbor (e) and got thrown out of a bar 
before I even ordered my first drink. And 
I wasn't even drunk ! I mean, does that town 
rock or what? Then there was the suit-case, 
bar my pop gave me for Chrismas. Unfortu 
nately he left it up to me to stock the 
damn thing (which is like saving a six 
pack until tomorrow). He's no fool 
— And, of course, the records. Here's aumc. 



mariachie piano, fer christsakes! And 
whole thing is so damn clean . I mean, 
these guys want it both ways, which is 
great,but its got to work . And does i 
Yeah, I guess it does. I just don't trust I 
em. Vagina or no vagina. 
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LUCY CONTEMPLATES TT£ f «F 
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^^ KILLER PUSSY t BIKINI WAX tYee hai 
Its finally OUTjK.P.'s first full- 
length lingerie section! The aurel 
equivalent of sniffing used panty- 
liners, these chirping dickheads in- 
spire not only the licking of dirty 
bra-straps but also the nibbling of 
tiny tittle eggrolls. Oh Lucy, Lucy, 
I clutch the whole of my holiness 
(my ding dong) and pledge my undying 
devotion and entire 'Hitchhiking 
Bitches' collection to only YOU. Sure 
the sleaziness is a bit too calculated 
this time but my hormonal hot-plate 
knows no pride. Whenever I hear the 
opener, 'Pocket Pool,' I can't help but 
cue up! And 'Dildo Desire?' My god, 
Lucyl I mean, to hell with 'Debbie Does 
Dallas!' When you coo f my substitute 
for MEAT,' well its standing room only 
in these trowsies! And that song about 
shavin yer pubes? Please, allow me. 
(I'm hot with a Lady Schick!) And that 
crotch-less band of chicken-chokers 
behind you are real nipple -hardeners, 
particularly the keyboard kid. Sounds 
like he eats lotsa oysters, to me! Am I| 
making sense? Gosh, I sure hope not. 
Just buy this record. Get some whore 
hoops. AND WIPE THAT STUFF O FF YER 
STOMACH! *m^mmmmmm^*"*mm 
r MINUTE MEN i BUZZ OR HOWL UNDER THE 
INFLUENCE OF HEAT t Okay, so I kicked 
pys. A few ishes ago I panned these 
heads t some shit about them being an 'art 
band for the 80' s.' What? Hey, don't ask 
me! I laugh at tornados! The twoof is I 
LOVE THESE GUYS. They got this jagged, 
glass-chainsaw sound. Giant tinsel gui- 
tars, a thunky bass that thrash-dances 
with hot black & tan jazzbo drums. Jazz 
bo? Fuck it, I hate health food. (Can I 
get a Yumbo?) Okay, so these goons have 
the wierdest guitar on record (least in 
my. collec) and they write GREAT SONGS, 
•Cut, ' 'Self-Referanced, ' and in partic, 
'Little Man With A Gun In His Hand,' 
just to name a few. Hey, this is a band 
ANYONE could love so if ya got any pre- 
convened notions, trash em. I mean, I 
could be goin crazy but these guys could 
very well be the best. The best 'what?" 
Don't be greedy 

— C ISMrA DIET FOR THE WORMS i Now .if yer 
a squeamish bitch (male or female) then 
stay away from this burn-victim. The mu 
sic? No man, the COVER. I mean, its got a 
real live new-born baby comin out of a 
real live,uh,um — vagina. (What a horri- 
ble word! Almost as bad as 'penis.' Gim 
me 'twat 1 or 'kelboesa* anvd ay) Its all 
gooey and CLOSE-UP and its even got that 
elliptical cord wrappin around. (String - 
cheeze, anyone?) I mean, I like it. (As 
does Barry Hensler,the Worms bein his 
favorite band an all. Hi.Bearl) But what 
about the music, you ask? Pretty demand- 
ing, aint cha? Okay, okay, so its hard, fas t,| 
and over-produced. And over-done. Like, 
the lyrics are the usual (homophobic, 
right-wing) hardcore drivel, although alot] 
funnier, which is a-ok with this dead boy 
But then theres all these 'pops' and 
•squeaks' and even some really tasteful 
COCKTAIL PIANO. And big-band piano. And 
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MICHIGAN, MY MICHIGAN 
by Fido 

My turd cousin came all the 
way from Buttfuck, Oklahomo to 
visit me. I hated every minute 
of it, because she had a one- 
track mouth. 

"Leon Russell's from Tulsa!" 
she announced to everyone she 
met. 

"Groovey," they'd say politely 
until she'd turn her back and 
then they'd either fake wretch- 
ing or flip her the middle fin 
ger. 

Needless to say, I got real 
sick of it real fast. "Hey, you 
sound like a tape loop," I told 
>her, "Shut-up and let me tell 
you who's from Michigan: For 
starters, practically everybody 
at Motown i like Smokey Robinson, 
Diana Ross , Marvin Gaye , Tammi 
Terrell, Mary Wells, Junior 
Walker ..." 

"But they're negroes!!!" she 
iwailed. fw 
Christ. ^ 

Instead of slapping her I gave 
her more names . 

"Okayp you bigot, how about 
Del Shannon, Tommy James and the 
Shondells, the MC5. Grand Funk, 
Mitch Ryder and the Detroit 
Wheels, Iggy Pop, Alice Cooper, 
Pete Seeger (maybe I'm confusing 
him with his brother Bob), Faith 
Pillow, the Romantics, Lena Lo- 
vich, Scooter & the Worms , Violent 
Apathy, Negative Approach, De- 
stroy All Monsters, Up..." 
"Up?" 

"Yeah, Up. They were basically 
a bunch of peace-nik hippies, 
but Dr. D said they blew his shit 
away. " 

Her silence was her bow to de- 
feat. Her only recourse was to 
leave town. As I jammed her back 
into her rectalational vehicle 
she asked, 

"Isn't Ted Nugent from Michigan 
too?" 

"No," I assured her, "thats 
just a sick rumor. 
MY WEEKLY 
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TOWN without PITY - An excellent mag with seme 
music news & reviews & lots of terrific fic- 
tion that should be required readme for 
people of all walks of life. Don; t [ewe town 
1 without it! 3ZL0 Westmont, Lansing, MI, 48906 
THEJBAG- Frcm Portage: the land of lawns, 
this comes like spit in the face from the bar 
stool next to ya. It's laid out like brains 
splattered on the sidewalk. (Did someone say« 
■'noise Duzzle"?) It's stupid, sexist, & it's 
all about fat people whistling in the dark v # 
In other words it's strickly boffo, Every-, 
thing you'll ever need to know about music 
& dead brain cells. Fade away. , . & radiate 
5509 Oakland Dr. Portage, MI. 49002 
DEPRFSSION - (Free To The Unemployed! ! ) A 
sign or the times frcm Bill Board (yippie! 
he har!) Dis guy makes an adventure outta the 
English language HYAR HUCK! & it's a photo- 
Zine! ! YABBA DABBA! YABBA BAR BE DAR! 909 
Upton Ave., Springfield, MI. 49015 
END OF TIMES - Editor Craig is long on sin- 
cerity & nones t concern- & should be given 
high marks for that. But I won't. I think hej 
is missing the point. R&R-H/C, offers more 
than just an outlet for social/political 
caiment. Fun & excapism still count for a 
lot & to lose those qualities to some kind 
.of new totalitarian ideals is to sell the 
'music short. The idea here is to THINK- 
1 being "correct" does not necessarily promote 
Hhat & to say that it does is an overs impl- 
■ if ication of mass psychology, Vive la dif- 
ference! Ce la vie & uh. . . ca sara, sara. 
1 He's long en vapid polemics & I can't stand 
the word processer lay-out. It's like read- 
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ing a grainy TV screen through a snow storm, 
An excellent effort- come again. 3870 Ccm- 
elot Dr., S.E. Grand Rapids, MI. 49506 
RED ALERT - Heavy metal up against yo face, 
lnien/iews with Twisted Sister, Virgin 
Steele, & Rose Tat to. HEY YOU! Talk to me! ! 
A little canment never hurt the fweeo, yano' 
603 E. Wood lawn, Hastings, MI. 49058 
SICK TEFN - Great stuff from the West Coast 
(or La«e Mich.) Pure sex. Absolute garbage 
that should straighten out any lost kid. 
Lottsa music. ESCAPE TO WISCONSIN! (Ask for - 
Norb.) 708 St. Joseph St., Green Bay, WISCO.b' 
54301 I5=SSS 

x REVIEW - Spastic mag. fran Yosilanti or J^n 
aiine or somewhere. Pre-adolescent rent)- ^s== 
lings. Worth a read once for the experience. ~*s 
(NO ADDRESS.) 

*KV. TATLS OF HTOK ACTION VOL 
Altruistic Pervert Meats Maker 

Well jesus-its me, Dick. Like I came _: 
back to Kalamazoo for a little visit »i£ 
and REALLY gave the steel *P # a workout .S»r 
Theres this hairdresser .. .aw.never mind.«^- 
So like I was saying, I haven't gotten j jrii 
this much action since that time I went ^^ 
over to the Outriders house (on butyl ^Q 
nitrate) and let every one of those tat- fer 
tooed slobs bang me. Anywhere - -any por- 
tal. Yeah, well thats another story (when jL 
I was a girl). So anyways I was just pul-pg. 
lin out of the 'Zoo and headin down 131 =^'\ 
when I decided ta pull in at the D Ave ZZ3{ 
stop and check out the action. I been he-^£ 
arin alot about the 3rd stall from the £§£ 
door--some dude with no uppers or lowers fg-S 
that gives some of the best head east of ~_ 
the Mississippi. I straightened my shirt l c— - -a 
and sauntered in--yeah,I was ready for ^=3fi 
this — to stall #2. Pinto responded to my V=^i 
touch as I unbound him for action. Then 3^ 
--just as I'd heard--I get the universal 7^- 
rest-area Hi sign. Responding in kind I \a 
threaded Mr. P. through the 5" hole drill- JJg 
ed between the divider (not an easy task! ) JEZ 
M-M-M-Mercy — the feel of those smooth, 
warm, moist gums pis toning up and down got 
me off HARD! It was the best bob I'd ever 
gotten and it took only seconds before my 
juices of love were ready to spew forth. 
Jesus Christ, I thought my tricot mesh was 
gonna pop! Whoever this dude was, I wanted§== 
to do unto him in kind. Huskily I said *0Hc=f 
BABY, YOU 'RE SO GOOD— prepare to receive ^fl 
thy communion and slip it on through! ' As 5 (J 
he stuffed the sausage through I noticed === 
some yellowish smegma around the head. «r 
Well I like a good taste of the ol' smeg =^6 
once in a while so I got down on it (and 5c' 
hey, they do plump when I cook em). So any- 
way, this dude shot a wad somethin fierce ^L 
(which I hastily gobbled) and said 'OH ~~ " 
YEAH, once more and SLOWER!' The horrible: 
truth dawned on me then--I recognized 5c 
that voice. Oh jesus! 'DAD!' I said 'I 
shoulda known you'd be the best! 1 

Later. Dick3^ 
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+£*£*[ tr j p J nt ° s °cial depravity in search of fc 
1 . SEt knowled ?e> & yes, again, the oerfect beat, ^c 
Lesser men woud retreat into submission at the m 
Green Top but I hear my calling s vow to go into = 

igorous training.... tcmnarow, But for now 1 
will flirt with decadence & exercise my una 11 en- ^ 
able right to kill tiny brain cells one by one. ..jc 
at the ... Green Top. ,-= 

Like all good young Sparticists & just plain ±§= 
poor folk, I have no TV. This could be an ob- g| 
sticle. My dear old buddy, Guiseppe, 8 his lave-^c 
iy girlfriend Nichole will be going to Chicago =f| 
on r 'business" this weekend & she does have a TV zzz 
with all the extra add-ons, etc. Ideas form, 
wheels turn, scmewhere a baby farts, I call 
"Guido". 

J don't suopose there is any need to go into 
details of this "24 Hour Exploding Video Net- 
work 7 ' (In Stereo!) Rich white musicians on 
major labels playing prdictable music for the 
I suburban masses & other "upscale" markets. 
[What we have l)ere are ccnmsrcials that are 
I euphemistically called "videos". As my favor- 
ite pop philosipher, Johnny Carson, said rec- 
ently, "Ccrnnerctals are the barometers of 
culture", What hath God wrought? 

Several days later I'm over at Nichole's 
house. Guido mixes tall glasses with many 
liquors & grins wildly. Nichole makes a few 
I dozen last minute phone calls & touches up 



=3 cat 



^<2 
DC 



3Q 
.0 



m 



her makeup, I pace the IV room nervously - ■ 
24 hours of grewling viewing await me. I 
rove brought supplies for the ordeal: 8 mm 
quarts of Harm's, 4 jars of Greek olives, 
3 pens, 2 tuna sancMches, a part ridge & a^ 
& a bunch of pcper. , . "^ ""^^ 
Nichole & Guico load their bags into the^ 
taxi & wave good by, I turn on the TV & 
synchronize my watch . My hands doth quiver 
with anticipation. 

U2- Sure. Me. . . too? These wind lp bleeding 
"Hearts are playing "Smday Bloody Sunday" 
with a white flag s burning patio torches & 
a cast of thousands & I say send 'em back to 
Ireland & bring back the great potato fanine 
BILLY JOEL - Who cares what he's singing abou 
He's live & on stage & flopping around like 
cod fish (out of water) gasping for breath. 
Who said you can't shoot piano players? (Hey- 
Isn't anybody gonna give this guy credit for 
doing a great take-off on the 4 Seasons with 
"Uptown Girl"? ...No?,..o.k.) 
Martha QtiTNN - Heres the real star of the show. 



pother culture & bringing save of our culture w 'cause tHey seemed like clever new wavers; 
fto another culture". You hear that, Sting? 3 But now I do & they make no bones about it. 
EDDIE GRANT - "Electric Avenue", It's like >• I mean look at tie nane of this song, "M.O. 
buiao, tne guru of hair stylists said when he Cool? Yep, & wlien Chrissey breaks into ner 
first sighted Eddie's dreadlocks, "You know kitty growIAtarmonica jan the party starts: 
how they get their hair to look like that? 5 sjjancers get injured. Duck & cover. 
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is perky ill bright eyed pop tart of all 
o-my wet dreans. She's never soiled & never a 
hint of demon alcohol on her fawn-like breath/ 
I like my wanen slender & sober, —mm 
WAYSTED - "Love Loaded". Don't cha just hate 
Dams with those cutesy spell ingz? Real cock 
rock here, the guys hold their guitars like 
phallic symbols (read: penis). Lots of 
leather, spandex, chicks in all stages of |£ 
undress, a bleached blonde singer. Com™, 
man, we can't all be as cool as Sting (read 
oretentious twit). 

T0T0- "Rosanna". Nope, no punk rock here. 
JetT Porkaroo & gang serve lp more bile 
studio muzak a chase a vixen maven around f 
some Hollywood props. See girl run. Run fcr 
girl run. Hey guys- DON'T LET YER f FAT ^ 
LOAF! ► llli! S 

RAMQNES - 'Time Has Cane Today". One has to 
wonaer if Joey has changed his pants since 
1977. Looks like the seme knee showing 
through the sane hole to me. Singing from 
a church altar, he leads the masses into a 
facist sing along. The offering plate is 
passed, the Chcmbers Brothers get their 
cut- JOHNNY! Watch out for that bottle! 
Damn... Shoulda ducked. m* Ifci 
VAN HALEN - "Jinp". As much as I like these 
testosterone poisined lads, this new song 
"Jutp" Is strickly blow time. Stupid & 
dimb are good words to sim lp this stipid 
& dtmb throw away. The whole video focuses 
on lead beef cake David Lee cronin & moan- 
in. I'd say "Joke" would be a more aporopo 
title. (Anybody else notice how Eddie Van 
H. looks just like Valeri Bertinelli?) 
RING ! . . . Dam- my grand pappy didn't 
aphone, do I? RING! RING!., , Hullo?. .. 
Mmi, Doctor , (It's DrTET ) How"are .you . . . 
You WHAT!? Calm down. , . Yes I can hear you 



They use a shenpoo that makes f una is out of 
protein". O.K. Everybody not that clear? ■ 
PAT BENETAR cones on for 10 seconds to rem- 
ina us tnat we are watching MTV. Thanx, but 
where is Indiana? 

THE CLASH- "Should I Stay Or Should 1 Go?" 
On, neck; I dunno Joe, If you leave don't 
forget yer sunglasses. Learned rock crit 
D. Bowser says true punks like early Clash 
but don't go for the new stuff. Where's 
my garni bag? — * ■■ ■ - 
HALLs OATFS "Say It Isn't So 
isn't so, that these guys are si 

^1 can't dance- . 

show. S che . l00ks like a strap-on... Good song 



j : "STEV1E NICKS - "Stand Back". This chessey 
<? siut stuiDies & funbles herself all over 
~; the stage in a most ungauely fashion. Whenl 
^ she warbles "Just ginme alii synpathy" nvl 
~ stomach turns. I bet this coked out wencli f 
1 doesn't even put her own TV dinner in the_. 
p microwave, Gypsy my ass. 

M LENNQq - "Nobodyjold Me". As those side- 
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THE PLIMSQULS - "A Million Miles Away", Sane 
uung new nere for me. The band looks like 
normal American farmers! Straight ahead nawerSdance 

Must 



g kicks over~at that OTHER magazine said last 
S year "Who Needs The Beatles?" John & Yoko 
g drink coffee, swat flys, & wave at the ccm-- 
g) era. This song reninds me of bouncing ant- 
■miv el °f Des on tr ^ M9h sierra, But anyone who 
Kit tnev casings a line like "Most peculiar Mara" ought , 
KiL uiey -b « t0 te _ oops, To lat6| fl^ ^Sr 

: isn't so that Hall's mus- g O CULTURE CLUB - "Do You Really Want To Hurt Me?'Jfc IT %4!2 
-o otfoy un Boy George: My favorite insect! "If it'sfi^^SJ* 
*/r, n r 1 tu m 1 » iwu p.Sjpve you want f ran ne/ Then take it away," wi% w N^~ 
■ 'Cup On Feel The Nofze", More £ ©(Lots of echo"). A song about swimning in ^ 
. me, lead singer has grossly rec-<<->space. George: Check you'r mascara. "Do you 
$£PJr}SW h 9. ir . & dooed-out eyes, the guitar really want to nxike me cry?" No, but yer • ^T 
player has a dva! shag, the bass player has eyebrow is smudged, man. pS_p. 

layered hippy hair. The drurmer is wiring a MICHAEl jackson- "Billy Jean" 



though, , 
QUIET RIOT - 
cock rock 



Yup. He is 1 



._ prince orfock videos, Great imagery, 
slots of hair spray, Yes he did have a nose 
V)ob- No the kid wasn't his. Now shut up & 



pop Played next to a swinmlng oool , 
have been a boring narty. 
CINDY LA3JPFR - "Girls Just Wanna Have Fun". , 
wnat a wnacky chick! Lots of pink, Lots ofj 
girls! Geez this is reallv good!! Whatta 



(Where the funk are all the Black people on 
-■MTV!? Ever wonder why ya never see The Bad 
IpBrains on here? Hurph.) 

ne? f^" S ''SK r tK Kithrf 



& lime green panties! Red hair- a dancing 
frenzy! ! Cindy smacks & slaps everv mon in 
sight. Wcmens lib & sex- this is my kind of 
fun. Hit ME bitch!! 4 

JJ. JACKSON comes on with his giant show, 
ce cooper is 56 years old today, Lover 



£^ S il S r^?l^2 us ** TTle ' horns ^e static. Ttei£ 
Can I say that? m t0 mke a snack ' 

IJIIOffiJQNG 1 Duh, Duh Duh, Duh Dub Da Da- 11 

ed bass for Paul. Allthe news ya never EV™ n^U n itf^ 5 yJI^'J 1 ^!* 2S 



.- ya 
wanted. Think I'll go outside & play in the 
snow for awhile. 

BOB SFEGER - "Old Time Rock & Roll". Bob 
snouia not rrake videos. He looks like a 
covine on depro-provera. But no, he's iust -. 
a walte man singing songs for bowling alleys, 





'^S^ 1 "^ 1 ^ the'kfnd'of'stuff this 
cotntry was mode of , Makes me proud to be an* S^pd^ 

, 'Total Eclipse Of The Heart". - *w* afrM - 

s whacked out old crow trys to seduce ya <**& " " X 
wtli?!! 6 ^^! 1 ?,* shouting. Snooty creep.^il^ | W< 



NBjA- "99 Red Ballons'M really enjoy hearing Anthemic organ bulld-un & huge dlnosouer kih 
W^lgners struggle with the English' language. ? r J ri rT? ^ w t0 more moaning & croaking. 
This lead singer is infatuating. She sings $ P , Iike that on e line about "Bright Eyes". 
In a broken German voice that is absolutely I WILL none my first born girl "Bright Eyes", 
gorgeous, She's demure & coy & honest & when ^t for now, it's only love in the dark. - 
she says "super high tech Jet fighter" I ?P STEWART- "Baby Jane", ROD! GO MAN! GO! 
know its love. The band looks cool in a non- mi nis ls .yer best song in years. Keep you' 



You think you have. AIDS? I'm sorry to hear 
that.,, Yes, I know you'r very good about 
asking first before-.,. Yes.,. Well do you 
wipe the seat off on public stools before 
sitting down (hee hee)... No- I'm not joke- 
ing I'm trying to be helpful 1... Hey- well 
maybe it's just a skin irritation.., WHAT!? 
Tne head fell off?... No, I can only im- 
agine. . , NO- NO- You know mej I 'd never ^ 
mention this to anyone, , , Of course not. . . 
NO! -NO: Don't cane over: I'll call you... 
Yes, soon... Not today.., No, I'm busy 
watching TV,.. Yes- Yes- We'd miss you at 
the mag if anything happened to ya... Well, 
it'a be hard but we'd carrv on (!!) Hey, 
try to lay off the phone- I'm trying to do 
seme writtin over here, o.k.?,.. Heck yeah 
I feel bad about it.., Sure.thaax for call 
ing... 

JOHN COUGAR (CAT) MELLENCAMP - "Pink Houses"' 
un Hun, 1 Know rie-s sposea to be a pooulistl 
rocker & I like that notion & I like the 
buffalos & other assorted Americana feat- 
ured in this lil song about "The home of the 
free" with cheerleaders 'n all, Now just what 
does "popu list" mean & where the heck is 

Indiana? ^SmW^mmmmmmmmSmmmmaWmmm 

THE POLICE - "Wrapped Around You'r Finger". 
Hoar or sting sings like he's not a dildo 
stuffed down his throat. He prances & noses 
between 2 billion flickering candles & tries>! 
to act like he's singing lyrics with social 
portent, That guy f ran that other band, Joe , 
Strunrer says, "We don't olay white reggae, 1 
We play punk & reggae, Theres a difference 
Theres a difference between ripping off an 



poser sort of way. Real peooleplavlnddrecrrv 
dace mjsic. "99 red ballons/ I let 1 go & 
think of you". Me, too. 
\2z 'Two Hearts Beat As One". The chaos are 
-Sfls Playing on a tenement roof top, Little 
children do cartwheels in cobbled alleys. A 
=jjoker does acrobatics, spins a top, walks a 
tight rope. A drunk wretches in a flower box 




&-M —J 



fonaue in yer mouth, Super stupid beat. Man 
is he ugly go GET 'EM ROD!! (Where's Britt? 
Better call home.) 

(Mick Jagger comes on a tells us that making 
a video Is always a challenge, Thank Heaven 
for small favors, TTnnk YOU,) — ^•mmm 

"I'm Leaving", No thanx. I'll take a cab. 

- "Put The Finger On You". ANGUS Young? 






Bono & The Edge; Sonny & Cher. An over sized tb¥ ro 7 a T? body say tovine"? These creeps frcm 
winter coat with a fur collar. "I can't ston H Australia can sure rock with volime 8 sustain 
to dance". Color fades to black & white. Cut Noise with venaance. KICK ASS!! ROCK s ROLL!! 
JJ, JACKSON comes on & fills uo the screen & (Angus, don't Tet yer shorts fall dawn!) 
tells Us abo ut Michael Jackson's WtW*!^ "If 1 Had You Back". Mr, Potato 
He may sue the camercials producers, He's atiJeaa. Polka Dots, Foan dice on rear viav mir- 
heme recuperating with Brooke Shields." Com- s.rars. GASP. J can't take it-OZZIE! HARRIET! 



m 



mercials producers have no camient- wish him 
to get well. Enraged, I screen at the TV- 
Wiere's Michael's hair!?*'J.J. shuts my face 
lp by playing a Eurythnlcs video, "I went a 
new e-rrotion". Yeah, well I want a hair niece 
for Annie's skinny head. 



Let my people go! AAA HHH! 
BILLY IDOL - "Rebel Yell". Shit. This is just 
laoi worship! A dick with a microphone. An 
unsmiling blonde hussey with an ego the size 
of my. .. Get a job! Wheres Gen. X? Check be- 
neath Billy Idiot's floorboards, Get a hair 

cut! DIE, BILLY, DIE. 11 m«| 

uj SPANDAU BALLET - 'True".. I prefer to call them. 



"SWnDOll Bai'let". Anybody who's got the jisim R 



YES- "Owner Of a Lonely Heart". 
Y§T I hate Yes. Yes this is a sleeping ele- 
phant song, Yes another man Is dragged off 
the street into torture. Yes he's innocent, p 

Yes it's a/i award winning video. Yes I hate ^rabid conviction oughta be hit about the face & 
yes men. zn'head with a rubber blow up doll . . , Now get down on 

BETTE MIDUER - "Beast Of Burden". "Bette & yjyer knees doggy fashion & bark! Mora's lil angel 
nick!" "Bette Dunps Sheik For Mick!" "Mick 5>L Plays p ocket pool 2. is a plea sure pet 3. all of 
Durps Everyone For Bette!" O.K., but who gets the atX)ve.^0HHBPBHHnBMnBHnKini 

S¥ 9i£l? . ...... R 1 DON'T- "Feel So Well". I think the stress tabs 

2< J clrllTrrworking no more. I've wasted 2k hours 



"You Got 



JOIrTmS W ffARTBREAKERS - 

Lucky", Tern boy shows lp in d brand new 
space ship, The rest of the band arrives on 
a motorcycle & side car. Talk about equal 
'opportunity! Tan got lucky & found his gui- 
tar. I got sleepy & took a nap. 
THE PRETENDERS - "Middle Of The Road" 






WW 



* watching this rang & the lawn still needs mow- 
? ing- the drive still needs shoveling. 24 hours 
Z If lasted rothingiess. I WANT w MYPO! ! I WANNA I 
3 BE A BEATLE! ! THE SIC/ IS FALLING! ! MISSION 
^ ABORTED- MISSION ABORTH>-- _ 



an when they first cane out ^57 



T^-fc^tfkfcJptE it 




realized then why these guys and this brand of f 
entertainment are not only demented but actually * 
dangerous — -THEY HAVE NO MINDSI Thats why they • 
try so hard to sound just like the record. CUZ § 
THEY DON'T HAVE A CREATIVE BONE IN THEIR BODIES. A 
Just mimiograph-rainds and Cap-10 for blood. 
<^LA buncha fishermen without hooks f they couldn't 



CQUNTERFIETTERS DENIED RETRIAL 
Hundreds set to fry J 

4r 4r *4* •# *r -HuscUs ftW 

^. ** w ^ *^ r% , ^' *^ write a song even if Loni Anderson promised 

WARNING t If you enjoy hearing bar-bands free nead for a weekt 2 m ean, these are the kin 
play picture-perfect versions of your favor- da bands that make you WO nder if theres life 
ite top-forty hits DON'T READ THIS. (Go sniff De fore death. And frankly, after a night with I 
yer bible or somethin) But if yer like me and the Dilldoes, I'm stumped. 
think its the sickest thing since peanutbut* WALK AWAY RENALDQ i On the way out, just 
ter S25 ^^JL^^^S^^I^^ilio^ 11 . 16 ^ gi ? ! for fun, the band's girlfriends started hec- 

HEY, HEY .WE'RE THE FLUNKIES i Made the mi?- kll us . The guita rist ol' lady ran up and ' 
take of going to Big Daddys Kalamazoo's most scr earned I 

notorious t.f. bar land home of the world's . Yer nothin but an abortion that i ive d! • , 
Ug H e ! t ^?V" Cer,S1 i lg i ip 2' an ? catc * in ? f oand ^ , So Ilye heard , j sneared . now kiss me , . 
called Dillinger. And when I say 'catching' if 

I mean like catching cold. Or mono. I mean, I Well she did and we ended up at my place, 
usually avoid this dump like rubber food but where I fucked the shit out of her. 
I was all punked-out and waved-under and all 'Man! * she sighed 'Randy never did it like 
I really wanted was some LOUD. And hey, I got that I ' 

itl Lota of it. These junk-germs always have 'Yeah' I said 'some things just can't be 
monster p.a.'s. And they're always VERY GOOD, duplicated. And most shouldn 't be. Now be 

careful with those handcuffs I ' 

Don't know what I was so worried about 
though. I had another pair just like 'em 

'BLAZING SHADOWS 
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And very ACCOMPLISHED. And most importantly, 
very EXACT. Let me repeat thati very EXACT. 
If you like hearing a Stray Cats song with a 
lead that sounds JUST LIKE Brian Setzer's 




"Pi 
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then order another pitch and call home. You're 
probably insane. 

CRAZED AND DIFFUSED i I've always had a 
soft spot for Journey's Steve Ferry, mostly 



idddddddddd PIG BOY'S LETTER TO WERICAVWWWl S^g^J j°° 



DEPOSIT-NO RETURN: WE'VE BECOME A NATION OFi 
tAAAAAAAAAAAA/W ALCOHOLICS! ! i i i i i ii i i i i i i i i i i t ii 



Cruise The Blues 
by Dr. Dead Serious 

Fast car, hot night.no moon. We 




. Seems like every publication & billboard in | 

cuz he's so disgusting and cuz he's got the * the country is addressing this SOCial disease gdown Westnedge hill .the tape-player blar> 
nose voted most-likely to deserve a bone thru that Is eating away at the very fabric Of our J ing, ripping up the upholstery. My friend, 
it. Well Dillinwad's singer did a mean Steve . reDUbliC like Chinch bug OUt Of hell. Not tofsiim Goody, sat low in her seat, her zipper 
Perry (and David Lee and Sting and etc) and Jy be OUtdone by reSDOOSible journalism, W6 have \down, wildly fingering her , yes .pussy. r 

^^ a few thoughts we'd like to share with vou. 
After all, we print this thing as a public 



service 

I don't like peoole who tell some outstand 
Ing bit of wisdom or gossip & then later deny 
it saying, "Oh, I was drunk at the time", This 
really grinds me. It's a cheap & phony excuse 
for being an air-head in the first place, 
I hate it when people say to me, "You app- 
eared to be drunk at the bar last night". 



had a pretty good (powered by p*a.) voice 
Too bad he let all the strings show (looking 
up during the high notes .squinting on the 
hard parts) and had no rapport whatsoever with 
the audience. And its too bad he looked like a 
tunafish. 

ISLANDS IN THE MAINSTREAM ) Contrary to pop 
-ular opinion, learnin to play guitar aint no 
lead pipe cinch. And even though I don't know 
what a 'lead pipe cinch 1 is I do know a little 

S f n^er"*^ SS'bSSTthS St * »he EiTWl te Mat the bar IJ 

%H B Hlrt) ( Then 1 wL I you°^ e k d wou 1 d n ^one e go Up * People hS£ a dunking problen when trey 
thru q afi hosfvS of llarni^e iustto do /, abandon their friends in a strange city like, 
someone else" so^ weolleiy the ™ that Jl say... oh, Detroit for instance. BiKkwheat & 
someone else already did it? whv \SS ask do T I »t stranded by 2 dandies after seeing a 
thSH otmm «imaoe so wh.n they're gIttinS \ concert there recently, Totally forgotten . 
down when Se know tnev°re reaiiv thinking a- -k like bunions on a visiting relatives st nkirig: 
bou? a ?eam iSnoh C aiis9 AnPwhTvou asfcleain foot. . . We wandered aimlessly for hour* in | 

3cl ? 's r. : € r~^ t S , ^ a ssSlfai?a1l , »•M , Ar 



Oc- 
\ casionally" she made kiss-lips at her re- 
i flection in her visor mirror. I was driv- 



ii 



'Brewski? 1 I held out the quart. 
•Not now, you ninny!* 
f Heh hen.* 



My wing was cracked and the breeze 
made her hair dance. I didn't have a driv- 
ers license but I was doing 60 inna 35 
anyway. As usual I figured it was too late 
out for little kids and I honked for cats 
and doggys . In fact, I went bonkers on the 
honker. I knew I was beggin for the cops 
but the faster I drove the more excited 
she got. I mean,whats a pal to do? 

'Oh., oh* she gasped 'ohh fucking Je - 
sus ' ' 

Great. She was about to come. This 
was always my favorite part. The quart be- 
tween my legs, I gassed it to 65. 70 , 

'Oh shit! Oh fucking shit ! 1 ' 



probably have alotta questions bout these goon's ^ n £'VS£ rn?'l%v fhiq ti^'our hnrdoqi X blazed a hot straight line down 
motives, and all I can say to that is DON'T ^ gM^rffl , &^ 

you gotta pickle. i gotta lime , okay, lets * tial coifitry estate, We had to intern* their mm^^t ^tt Umakin& l 



ME 



football gone on TV to have them wire money 



for the train ride back to KAZOO.. . Boy, 



talk produce. The good thing about these bands 

is that the bassplayers (fruits) and the drum-4r 

mers (vegetables) realize they're supposed to T ^ r ^ they^rad; ta ^^t Inconvenience 

be heard and NOT SEEN. I mean, most b's and d's . We got the money & the tickets : the Plptth- 

are pukeziiia fershure and luckily (for us) * ickens. We were^isiting.sgiEjTeaity.AnP:. 

the Dillindip boys didn't do anything but their 
jobs. Sure, they did their job 'real good* ,but 
who needs a bathtub fulla powdered milk? 

CUM ON FEEL THE NERDS 1 Then ya got the key- 
board players, the very lowest of the rocknroll 
species. These guys are invariably lanky, bald- 
ing, sissies who still get the girls. And they 
never have just one keyboard. No, they have 
fucking BANKS of keyboards. Pianos , organs , and 
them sinthi-sizers (programmed by God) that 
swoosh and woosh and make each song sound like 
a hamburger minus the cow. (Moo wave?) Then 
they gotta sing at least one song, usually 'Back 
On the Road Again* by RE0 or 'Stray, Cat Strut* 
by guess who. Course he sounds like a weasel 
and when he squeaks 'I walk on by with my tail 
in the air' you can just see the limp wrist 
and smell the Brut-flavored farts . These are 
the guys whose school clothes you peed on 
while they were out running laps. And they 
didn't mind . 

I GUESS THATS WHY THEY CALL IT A SNOOZE 
Anyway, after only 5 tunes me and the Pigboy 
started giving the Dillindicks the old heckle 
treatment (and don't gimme any shit about pa- 
tience. Before they came on we were heckling 

the jukebox) And they, as usual.didn't respond, Urban waste "I Wish I WOS a ChOO ChOO! 
except for the guitarist (the biggest jerk I Buckwheat collapses in a heaD & ITOCTIS, I 
ever wanted to throw candelabras at) who called WCTTia be the caboose"... On, What a hang 
me 'an abortion that lived! ' Well, I thought Wer. 

that was pretty GODDAMN ORIGINAL so I grabbed *T7\ A4 •*# 4-* *■* &± *« ** ft* 

my waittress (more smelling salts, please) and virx -f^ ™ ™ W -f% W% T|E f# 



, ABRUPT left turn. 
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sters & WE MISSED OUR TRAIN! TTie next train 
wasn't till the next day! PANIC. Night was 
setting in & bats circled above.., worms 
crawled in the dark clouds,.. The train st- 
ation closed for the night, We walked the 
streets to keep warm. . . couldn't even afford 
a newspaper to cover our pale 6 shaking bodies, 
for the night. It was freezing. We had to 
resort to crime to stay alive! We rinoed off 
all the phone boths in the area & burned the 
ohone books in a garbage cm to stay warm. . 
It was midnight. The police showed up. 
"Hey! Put that fire out! It's not that . 
cold"... "We're trying to get to KAZOO,sir, 
we missed our train. . ," My trench coat was 
, soiled, Buckwheat was delirious... we ch- 
# anted mantras in the sick, cold, unfeeling 
night. . , "STOP! IN THE WE OF LOVE!". , . 
"fWANT MAYPO!",-.. "DEATH TO TYRANTS ! " . . . 
A vulture 1 eared at us from across the 
tracks. . . our voices became hoarce. , . We 
threw stones at each other to keep moving, , 
I accident ly peed on my foot, . . Buckwheat 
peed on his on purpose. . . A group of hobos 
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•Oh! OH! 



HOOl 



SSCREEEEEEEECHHH! 

•WHAT?' she screamed 

•Heh hen.' 

BAMI 

The momentum threw her hard against } 
the door. It looked like it hurt. 

'Oh' she whimpered '..Bongo.. 

Bongo?? 

The tires squealed, we fish-tailed up 
onto 2 lawns, then I stopped. FAST. 

•OH! ' 

Turning off the lights, I looked at her. 
She was pressed up flat against the door. 
Both of her hands were up on the glass 
(fingers spread), one on each side of her 
I face, her cheek pressed against the window. 
I She gulped air. I lit a cig, waited. She 
8 didn't move. ^ri x. t ^n _ ^*~ /^/ 

. «£»$[ i said r/4 

H^ *Man oh man. . . ' 




if sturbled by, thev must have missed their 
r train, too,.. I yell out into the tortured 



€> 



I 'Well .good* I pulled on the lights 
'You still feel like pizza? •}< -f 
•No animal flesh?' *%^$!r y - 
'No animal flesh.' &3~ -#r-~ 

I 'Okay, now lets get the hell outta 
here.' 
'Aye, lass 
And I pulled away very slowly and 
« drove very safely the 3 miles back 
J pizza joint. 
^ She reached for the quart 

k NEXT ISSUE; TWO surprise interviSv^ 
Y PigTboy's Tap* Terrorism I The Roger 
Gauntlet Day-Care Center! AND! Kala- 
mazoo *s First Annual RockStar Party I 



the* 




